
    
      [image: cover-image, The Lost Diary of Mary Magdalene]
    

  
    
      ￼[image: Picture 1]

      
        Johnny Teague
      

      
        ￼
        
          [image: Picture 2]
        
      

      ￼[image: Picture 2] 

      Histria Christian

      
        Las Vegas 
        ♦
         Chicago 
        ♦
         Palm Beach
      

       

      
        Published in the United States of America by 
Histria Books 
7181 N. Hualapai Way, Ste. 130-86 
Las Vegas, NV 89166 U.S.A.
HistriaBooks.com
      

       

      
        Histria Christian is an imprint of Histria Books dedicated to books that embody and promote Christian values and an understanding of the Christian faith. Titles published under the imprints of Histria Books are distributed worldwide.
      

       

      
        All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reprinted or reproduced or utilized in any form or by any electronic, mechanical, or other means, now known or hereafter invented, including photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval system, without the permission in writing from the Publisher.
      

       

      
        Library of Congress Control Number: 2024931095
      

       

      
        ISBN 978-1-59211-450-4 (hardcover)
ISBN 978-1-59211-486-3 (eBook)
      

       

      
        Copyright © 2024 by Johnny Teague
      

       

       

    

  
    
      
        
        Dedication and Thanks
      

      
        The Lost Diary of Mary Magdalene is dedicated solely to the Lord Jesus Christ, God’s only Son, the Savior of the world. It is my yearning that in reading this, all will grow to know the living, eternal Jesus personally. 
      

      
        I thank God for my publisher, Histria Books and their partnership in this endeavor. They are such a blessing to me. I especially thank Dr. Kurt Brackob for his walk with the Lord. 
      

      
        I thank the Father for my wife, Lori, for her love and living example of what a woman in Christ looks like. 
      

      
        I also thank the Father for the Church He has given me to pastor – Church at the Cross. They are my Church family. They bear with me as their pastor, ever reaching to be transformed in the image of our Lord Jesus Christ through His Holy Spirit.
      

       

       

    

  
    
      
        
        Contents
      

      
        Dedication and Thanks
      

      
        Contents
      

      
        The Discovery
      

      
        The Lost Diary of Mary Magdalene
      

      
        The Nineteenth Year of Tiberius Caesar
      

      
        The Twentieth Year of Tiberius Caesar
      

      
        Break in the Diary
      

      
        Diary Resumes The Twentieth Year of Tiberius Caesar
      

      
        Mary Magdalene’s Death —  In the Eleventh Year of Nero Caesar
      

      
        The Conclusion
      

      
        Epilogue
      

       

    

  
    
      
        
        The Discovery
      

      
        On March 10, 1976, Father Virgilio Canio Corbo and his partner of archaeological excavations, Father Stanislao Loffreda, had finished their work for the day at the site of ancient Magdala. Their foreman, who had collaborated with them in Capernaum and at the Herodium, Giuseppe Campise, was left to barricade the site and cover it from observers or intruders. As was his custom, it also gave him time to chase his curiosities, which the two friars permitted upon completion of the daily tasks. They found valuable insights from Giuseppe. Often, he would dig outside the grid on his own on a hunch, carefully adhering to the stratigraphic excavation techniques to keep the time periods intact. This was the only requirement of the friars, just on the notion that he did find something.
      

      
        Near a hill overlooking the Sea of Galilee, Giuseppe liked to sit and think of what an amazing view this was. He thought of how, if he had lived back in the first century, he would have wanted a home on that very spot. The more he enjoyed the place where he sat, the more he felt this would be a great site to dig. Previous archaeologists had ruled it out a decade earlier, but in his mind, he just felt they missed something. With the blessings of Friars Corbo and Loffreda, he was given latitude to do a personal excavation upon the spot. It was an exceedingly small matrix because he had little time. Days before, he had not dug thirty centimeters when he found the top of a wall. He expanded the matrix to discover that at the location was what appeared to be a first-century cistern.
      

      
        Giuseppe had kept his bosses apprised of his progress. They were interested, but it was outside the scope of their current endeavor. Once Giuseppe was certain of the perimeter of this ancient cistern — five meters by six meters  — , he began to dig within the confines. Brushing the inside of the walls carefully, he found plaster with carvings. The etchings and words indicated that at some point, prisoners were isolated within this cistern. He was intrigued. Friars Corbo and Loffreda were too, but again, Giuseppe’s quest was outside their purview.
      

      
        The curious foreman kept digging. On this particular day, March 10, 1976, a rush of excitement overwhelmed him. At the depth of six meters, he touched the lid of something. He fell back, trembling. He laid aside his small plastic spade and used a dirty toothbrush and a rag to very gently move buried dirt away from this fixture. Finally, it became clear. What he had uncovered was a sealed clay pot. Giuseppe instinctively knew this was what he was destined to find. He brushed around it. Then, he looked to make sure no one saw. Laying his instruments aside, he carefully laid his right gloved hand on the center of the artifact, his left gloved hand digging underneath its bottom. He said a silent prayer and then lifted. The ground resisted as if it did not wish its encasing disturbed. With hesitation, he continued cautiously. The pot released. Giuseppe now beheld his discovery from the cistern, broken free from the first-century hold of ages past.
      

      
        Never before had Giuseppe Campise found anything like this. He thought of the Bedouin shepherd in Qumran who discovered the Dead Sea Scrolls. Could this be something in that sphere of significance and value? Giuseppe was employed by the two friars and had been for several years. Quite inherently, the thought of personal fame and fortune crossed his mind. He wanted the credit and the benefits if this small clay jar had any importance. Yes, he worked for famous archaeologists, but could he not aspire to be one himself, freestanding? Beyond that, Giuseppe was superstitious. Would this find harm he and his family for generations to come? It was hard on him, but he had to think. Here was something he could not share. Many had said he was wasting his time, there was nothing there. Why not let them think that a little while longer?
      

      
        With that, now that night had fallen, Giuseppe wrapped his find in dirty worn gray cloths. He placed it tenderly in his wheelbarrow, insulating it with cloth upon cloth, then placing his tools around it, with his hat upon it, to appear as he always appeared each evening, just a laborer taking his tools to his hotel room for the night.
      

      
        He arrived at his hotel. Everyone had locked themselves in for sleep. Guiseppe did the same. He placed a “Do Not Disturb” sign on his door, though the hotel services were unlikely to appear. Many days had passed since they had cleaned his room or made his bed. The very first night in this room, his sheets had the aroma of some previous guest. Cleanliness and sterility were not a priority here, which was probably the reason for their long stay at this establishment. He knew of his supervisors’ sparse daily allotment. Even so, he could not risk a cleaning now.
      

      
        The foreman placed the clay pot on his dresser and quickly washed his face and hands. His heart was pounding again. What is inside? The lid was held to the pot by a wax seal. Giuseppe gently ran a warm moist rag over the seal, while pecking at it with a toothpick, peeling away the layers bit by bit. He then twisted on the lid to see if it had loosened. It had not. So, he wiped the rag over the seal and picked at the layers again. He tried to twist again, but to no avail. He repeated the process for almost an hour and then a slight turn came to the lid. By the nightstand’s lamp light, the only light in the room, he wiped with the warm moist rag and picked where the lid seemed to stick. With the towel, he twisted the lid again. It popped open. Dust seemed to escape like a breath from the inside. He leaned the lamp toward the opening in the clay pot.
      

      
        Down below, Giuseppe could see a bound book of some sort. It was dingy and frail. Its rigid form was lost as if the top had been pushed one way and the bottom pulled another way, loosening the binding that held pages of something written. It sat at the bottom of the pot almost as mush. What to do? If he lifted it, would it fall apart? If he left it, there would be no answers. Were he to break the pot around it, he might find that the value of this treasure was the pot itself and not the perceived book below. The thing he hated the most was the contemplation of archaeologists. They seemed content to make a discovery, leave the discovery in place, and chase theories of what the thing was, rather than picking it up and answering the question. He knew the ultimate wisdom was their procedure, but this was not his bent. He would reach in, with care and precaution and the protection of gloves — not for his hands, but for the object his hands would clasp.
      

      
        Giuseppe reached, trying not to touch the sides of the pot with his arm, nor to rub the bound object against the sides of the pot to the detriment of either object. His hand would have to grab hold of the object, then set it upright, then grab it again at the top, and finally lift it out of the jar. Nervously, he wiped the sweat away to ensure no foreign element was added. He loosely grasped, turned it upright, and gently lifted the contents through the opening. Raising the object above the clay pot, he could see it more clearly. He was relieved it did not fall apart. It was a binding of parchment pages. He could not make out the cover’s title. He laid it on the lamp table, let go, and leaned back. He felt like a man attempting to disarm a World War II unexploded bomb found in the basement of a fully occupied building. One wire cut, now the next one. Clay pot opened. Content extracted. Now to the content itself. Giuseppe waited. He poured a glass of water from the pitcher on his dresser. He thought. He dreamed. He dreaded. He feared discovery. He fretted reprisal. He gasped with excitement. Time for the next step.
      

      
        This man had come a long way from a personal dig — to a discovery — to a transport — to another discovery —  and now to the heart of the unearthing. With gloves still on, Giuseppe placed the lid to his ice bucket beside the book so that when he opened the cover, it could rest on the ice bucket lid to protect the fragile binding. As he rolled it from right to left, he could see faded writing. He looked closer and realized it was Koine Greek, which he immediately recognized. Of all the languages, this was consistent with the first-century people who had lived in this area. It also happened to be the only language he had learned to read from all his studies. He looked for a name or a place or a date. He could make out a date. Even more astounding, he made out a name on the first page, on the top line — Mary.
      

      
        With great caution, he turned to the next page. It would take better lighting and a thick pair of glasses to actually discern what was written, but the one word was frequent — Mary. Giuseppe thought of the place they had been digging — Magdala. He knew that in the first century, Jesus Christ had been to this site, which was the main interest of the friars. He also knew Magdala was a major fishing factory for the Sea of Galilee, at one point perhaps a residence for forty thousand people, but more so, he knew Magdala was known for its famous daughter, Mary Magdalene. Racing through his mind was the question and the secret, have I possibly found a writing by Mary Magdalene?
      

      
        Days would pass. Giuseppe would translate the text using all the skills his employers had taught him. He would oversee the excavations within the grid for Father Corbo and Father Loffreda. On occasion, they would ask why he had quit digging on his own. His answer was simply, “I am so tired each day. My mind seems to be focused elsewhere at night.” They assumed some loneliness felt by the separation from his family was the cause. They would kindly encourage him, reminding him of his value to them. They never caught on to the fact their foreman had made a discovery on a whim of his own. Maybe he would tell them, he thought. Maybe he would not.
      

      
        Was this a joke? Was this a fake? Was this another Gnostic finding? Giuseppe was uncertain. What he was sure of, was this book he found read like a diary. It told the story of Mary Magdalene, seemingly from her own hand. This book detailed personal encounters and conversations with Jesus of Galilee, the One who lived not far from here in the city of Capernaum. The foreman read it from start to finish, slowly and patiently. The translation required that anyway. He examined it carefully. Ultimately, he needed to make a decision concerning these objects before coming forward. Here is what he found:
      

      
         
      

       

      
 

    

  
    
      
        
        The Lost Diary of Mary Magdalene
      

      
        The Eighteenth Year of Tiberius Caesar
      

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the first month, on the second day
         — I am Mary, the daughter of an exceedingly kind Jewish tax collector named Jared and his wife, my sweet Roman mom, Adriana. How did I get in this mess? I am chained to the walls in the depths of Magdala’s old, dried cistern.
      

      
        For the life of me, I have no idea why I do what I do. One minute, I am fully competent, helping my father in his tax booth. I visit with the fishermen as they bring their catch. I confirm their port of origin. I document what they have. I question them to assist. I go over the inventory of the salt merchants. I review the records of the shipments of pickled fish going out. I write down the number of customers using the fish tower. I ascertain the territories crossed to reach our port. I make copious notes of what they all have and then pass it on to Poppa for his assessment of various taxes and amounts owed. Things are normal.
      

      
        We go home for our family meal, often in our courtyard overlooking the beautiful Sea of Galilee. We are a tight-knit family. How can we not be? When your Poppa is the tax collector for the village, especially the busiest village along the Sea of Galilee, there are no friends, just names. We are called “dogs”, “traitors”, “heathens”, “Achans”, “Korahs”, and even “Jezebels”. These are our neighbors, relatives, and former friends who do this. They once were close to us when Poppa worked at the fish factory. He was regarded, promoted, and given greater responsibilities. He had gone from a single fisherman operation to a consortium of men like him for negotiating purposes. With his experience, the factory hired Poppa as foreman of processing. Finally, he was assigned the task of operation expansion. In that position, he made good profits for this community, working on commission, to help them find better markets for their fish. This job required lots of travel and many evening meetings.
      

      
        The bad thing about his job was he was never home. Momma threatened to leave him. It was then that Poppa accepted an offer from the Romans to be their tax collector for the village. They knew he had full knowledge of the local industry. He would know where the money was made and how it was hidden from taxation.
      

      
        Poppa knew the job would be frowned upon, but it would have steady hours, great pay, and constant protection. He was home at night after he accepted the job, but little did he know, our social circle would decrease to us three.
      

      
        Men of our community refuse to court me, but the Roman soldiers and the Gentile fishermen fill that need. Being with these men seems freeing. Nothing is off-limits. It has been an adjustment from our Jewish life of purity. They do not worry about what food is clean or unclean. They have introduced me to delicacies unimagined. They have no restraints. If they think it, they say it. If they consider it, they try it. With these “Gentiles”, they have no shame. Nothing embarrasses them. They can talk about sex just as easily as talk about fish. They speak of going to the synagogue for good luck and praying to Neptune for a good catch.
      

      
        They revere Jupiter as the head of all their gods. They eat pork. Their indulgence of wine is ravenous. These men laugh. They flirt. They touch me in public and show no restraint in private. When I fear judgment for partaking in these things, they take me to fortune-tellers who tell me my future. They even know secrets about me I have never shared with anyone.
      

      
         
      

      
        Thinking back, this may have been when I started having these overwhelming fears. I write all of this because Poppa was able to arrange for a revered Roman physician, who was passing through, to see me. His name is Gaius Xenophan. He is the personal physician to Emperor Tiberius. Because of my father’s reputation among the Romans, the soldiers were able to arrange an examination for me here. Poppa and Momma were present. They wept as I shared things that were all too embarrassing for them in the presence of one so esteemed.
      

      
        Xenophan arranged some concoction for me to drink two times each day. It tastes horrible. He also asked that I begin to note what I feel and think during the day. He gave me a bound parchment to write on. Since Poppa taught me how to write and record things for the tax collector files, it was a natural thing for me. The good doctor promised that in a few weeks, he would pass back through Magdala to monitor my progress and take further action. This last statement shocked me —  “in a few weeks.” How long do they plan on keeping me in this dank and dreary hole in the ground?
      

      
        I must try to understand why I am here. Surely if I write it out, I can make some sense of it all. I must get out of here NOW! Back to my recent terrors. I am sometimes paralyzed by suspicion. It seems someone is following me, that people are watching me in the market, along the shore, and through my bedroom window. At times like these, I cannot be alone. I must have Poppa or Momma with me constantly. I see the same people every day, at all hours of the day, on Harbor Street where our home sits. These shadowy beings stand in the dark corners watching me. I point them out to my parents, but they conveniently do not see what I see, or maybe the trackers hide when my parents look out from our front door. Poppa has passed it off by saying I need help. Momma says no one is there, that I need to overcome such paranoia. They both say these feelings are not real, but they do not see what I see. I know I am being watched.
      

      
        At times, I break out in a violent rage. I tore Poppa’s shirt and slapped Momma’s face three days ago. I curse. I swear. I accuse. I run out of the house screaming. All the neighbors are sheepish around me. No one hardly looks me in the eye. My suitors bring me comfort from a bottle and some magic arts they practice. All of this they say they learned from their worship of the underworld god, Pluto. My fits of anger cause the men to hold me down, undress me, and take their turn upon me. This soothes my temper. My yearnings find satisfaction for a few days.
      

      
        Sadly, Poppa came upon one of these events recently near the Roman tavern. His guard, Linus, had instigated the activity and then feared when I swore I would tell my father. The next thing I know, he leaves just to return with Poppa acting as if he had nothing to do with the bestial feast. I have never seen such hurt in my father’s eyes. He cursed the men, threatened them profusely, grabbed my stola, and ashamedly led me home.
      

      
        Momma was waiting. She saw the stark look in Poppa’s face. She inquired, but he delayed the answer. He and Momma had me clean up. They then put me to bed. I am thirty-two years old. How offended I am to have them try to control me. I write this, but even as a thirty-two-year-old, I have kept this part of my life away from their knowledge. Even my courters and male friends play innocently distant from me at the tax booth. I cannot explain it. I am proud to indulge, but ashamed to reveal such to my parents. I suppose it is true: What is done in secret will come to the light. This revelation has overturned our home life.
      

      
        Years ago, Poppa entered the tax booth for fear of losing Momma. Now he and Momma speak of him leaving the tax booth for fear of losing me. From my feathered mat resting upon my bed on the second floor, I heard my father and mother do something I had not witnessed in years. They spoke of Adonai, of God. I heard them kneel in their room next to mine. I heard the trembling voice of Poppa pleading with God for me, their daughter. I began to weep. It dawned on me that I am breaking their hearts. I am ruining our lives. I do not think they slept that night. I know I did not, but I will not join them in prayer. My Gentile companions have made such things look silly. All gods seem to me of late to be nothing but lucky charms and things to call upon when desperate. I clearly am stronger than that. I suppose that makes me stronger than Poppa and Momma.
      

      
        I was surprised on the seventh day of the week to see our leisurely morning change. Poppa woke me. A morning meal was prepared. He and Momma were dressed. They told me to get dressed as well. I had wondered what the occasion was. They told me we would be going to the local synagogue. I quickly objected, “But Poppa, they hate us there.” He nodded and said, “Perhaps for good reason Mary. I am going to try to make amends. I am going to announce my plans to leave the tax booth. I am going to be seeking different employment. I am going to repent before them, ask for their forgiveness, and request their help.” That came out of the blue like the violent storms that come from nowhere suddenly to pound us on the shore of this sea. Being a tightly bound family of three who has faced so much together, how could I not join them in this new direction? I cannot help but think Poppa must be going through some crisis. They can infer or act as though it is because of me, but I know it cannot be because of anything I have done. I am no different than any other Galilean young lady. This city of Magdala is well-known for women involved in much more salacious activities than the little light moments in which I partake.
      

      
        It had been a long time since I had entered this synagogue. Our community is unique. We are a strong Jewish community, though we are also at the intersection of the world. We do not have just one synagogue. We have two — one near the shore for the visiting Jewish fishermen and their families who devoutly honor the Sabbath regardless of where they travel, while the other is not far from our home. It is for the locals. I pass by the first one often as we make our way to the tax booth, but the second one is up from our house, deeper into the community. It is these neighborhoods we have ceased to frequent since Poppa took the tax job. Yet, there we were walking up Harbor Street, making a right on Way Street to the front of the synagogue for the locals.
      

      
        I had forgotten how impressive the pillars and columns were to this facility. The mosaic floors always delight me. The walls are plastered, decorated with beautiful colored frescoes, and also many beautiful rosette designs. Ornate ritual baths are present with water flowing from a tunneled water system. The remainder of the building has black basalt floors to match the outside walls. No expense was spared in the construction of this synagogue.
      

      
        The pride of our Magdala community is the bimah, the stone table on which the Torah is placed. I watched the visiting synagogue ruler, Jairus, go into the closet to retrieve the scrolls. He then laid them upon this most unique bimah in the whole area of Galilee. Many visitors doing business at the fish factory make a trek to this place to see this table. As Jairus searched for the text, I could see the familiar six-petal rosette relief carved into the top of this huge stone. The front of the table before us had carvings depicting the seven-branched menorah with water jars on each side. I was unable to get up at that time, but I did remember years ago, Poppa, a once devout Jewish worshiper, showing me all four sides. Each of the two sides of the stone had etchings of four arches with sheaves of grain and an oil lamp included. The back side of this bimah had carvings of two wheels and a depiction of fire representing the Holy of Holies. My Roman Momma whispered in my ear, “I love the bimah. It is an accurate miniature replica of the Temple in Jerusalem. This synagogue allows those seekers of God to visit the Temple without ever leaving Magdala. You know I was brought up to worship many gods until I met your father. He is the one who led me to certain knowledge that there is just one God, the God of Israel. He is the One we are to worship and to share with the whole world.” I felt as though she was attempting to recapture me in the ancient faith of our fathers. Her sincerity touched me, but her words turned me off.
      

      
        As Jairus began to read from the prophet Amos, I felt a burning anger in my breast. He called a local rabbi to come speak on the text. I did not hear him. What I heard was a racket, a clamor of voices inside my head. Hate was spewing within me. The room was spinning. The sweet little faces of these attenders sickened me. These haters of my Poppa, not one sat near us. All acted as if we were lepers who forgot to shout, “Unclean”. I had grown up with some of these. I heard them whisper when we walked through the doors. I saw the eyerolls of disdain. Worst, I saw two men who had been at the shore with my Roman friends a few days before. They had undressed me. I had undressed them. Now, here they were pretending with their wives to be men of honor!
      

      
        I lost it. I remember now as I write. An uncontainable disgust hit me. Suddenly, I was reenacting their actions a few nights back. I tore my clothes off to reveal my breasts, pushing the guest speaker away. I climbed upon the bimah where the Torah was laid and writhed in unmentionable actions. I began to scream out profanities at all those in attendance. I screamed with voices I did not recognize. I exposed two of the well-regarded men by name for their sexual activities on the pallet of the seashore. I wanted them to see my body, the one they tantalized.
      

      
        I challenged them, “If it was okay then to do what we did, it should not be forbidden here. Why don’t you touch me now? You undress too. You said there was nothing for which to be ashamed. You said you couldn’t keep your eyes off me, your hands from my hidden places. You said it was natural. Come on then! Let’s do it!” They showed no restraint outside this house of worship, then what prevented them inside now? Wives looked at their husbands, but then wrote me off as a lunatic.
      

      
        Poppa and some men grabbed hold of me. I heard one woman say, “I told you when they walked in, they would be trouble. I told you that this is the kind of people tax collectors are!” They forced me outside. Poppa trembled. I could hear the speaker and the worshipers sing while they drug me out. Quickly, Momma put part of my clothes over me, holding them with her hand so that the covering would not come apart. The local Roman guard who protected Poppa, who had instigated the activities on the shore just hours before, piously had his men throw me in this prison of a cistern. They roughly chained me. When no one was looking, one of the guards slid his hand underneath my robe and rubbed his hands over my body with a mocked grin, saying, “Mary, I will be back to pleasure you. Just hold tight. I know what you want.” Outside, I could hear the familiar brokenness of Momma weeping.
      

      
        As I record this on the second day of this first month, I find no healing in these words. What does a physician like Xenophan know after all? I will enter the next day’s date now. We will see what tomorrow will hold.
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the first month, on the third day
         — 
      

      
        NO!!!! NO!!!! NO!!!! xxxx oooo bb cze 
        (Mary’s writing indiscernible)
      

      
        45 fish, 12 pounds of salt, 2 talents of gold, 1 talent of silver, 5 shekels of perfume
      

      
        I cannot go today. I have things to do for my Momma.
      

      
        Oh guard, come here. I have something to trade you for my freedom.
      

      
        Lying guard. I gave what I promised and more. He still has me chained. He laughs. Curses upon him and his family.
      

      
        The voices are calling. Why do the guards not fear the voices?
      

      
        I have no idea what day it is. Why is everyone watching me? Someone is sneaking in at night. They have their way. And I have mine.
      

      
        Blood. There is blood all over me. I sit in a pool of it.
      

      
        Two men chained beside me laugh. These beasts mock. Ones I see and ones no one but me sees.
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the first month, on the twenty- second day
         — Poppa and Momma just visited. I am better today. Momma washed me up.
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the first month, on the twenty- third day
         — Poppa and Momma came today. They were able to walk me out of the cistern unchained. Xenophan has a new treatment plan. He says it is best I heal with family. How grateful I am to be home. I feel a peace, but for some reason, deep down inside, I feel an unexplainable anger.
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the second month, on the third day
         — Things have been better now. I have not been able to go out with my friends at night. I have this longing to go with them, but it is interesting how much happier I am when I do not venture beyond Poppa and Momma’s presence.
      

      
        I have helped around the house. Poppa says he needs help at the tax booth. He said that he hopes I will feel up to going with him to work tomorrow. I am willing to try, but I am extremely nervous. I so do not want to disappoint him. I am also afraid of how I will act when I am around other people. It is as if something comes over me. I become powerless to some type of evil force inside. Or, at least, that is how I can describe it. Maybe Xenophan can read this and make some sense of what might be wrong with me.
      

       

      
        On the second month, on the fourth day
         — I was unable to go with Poppa today. I got dressed, but when we stepped outside, I saw all kinds of people looking at me. As we made our way down Harbor Street, two men and a woman were following us. The farther we walked, the closer they got behind us. They had horrific expressions on their faces. I panicked and ran back home. Poppa followed me through our front door. I was frantic. I hid under our dining table. Momma knelt down to soothe me. She asked Poppa what happened. He said that I thought people were following us, but no one was behind us. This just angered me. He has two eyes just like I do. If he cannot see the people following us, then maybe he needs to see Xenophan. I told him as much. He left in anger. I cried out for him not to go. It just may be that they were following him and not me. He is the tax collector after all. Maybe it is his enemies that are torturing me to get to him?
      

       

      
        On the second month, the fifth day
         — I stayed in today. Poppa and Momma wanted to go to the synagogue by the harbor but were afraid to leave me alone. They spent the morning reciting scripture and praying. They asked me to join them. I have no desire. I am doing fine.
      

       

      
        On the second month, on the tenth day
         — Momma felt I needed to get out. She enticed me with a trip to the market to get me a new colorful ornamental robe. Loving new clothes, that was the bait I needed. We had a wonderful time. We ate fresh vegetables from the vendors there. We bought me the most beautiful robe. Momma bought herself a new shawl. We even bought Poppa a new outer robe for formal business meetings. We sat on the shore afterward and watched the fishermen unload their catch. Thankfully, I did not see any of my Gentile male companions. I waded into the sea a bit. The wind blew softly. The smell of the air was crisp and fragrant. I saw beautiful birds. The hills around us were so appealing. Mount Arbel stood over the whole village with such grandeur. We heard some speaking of unrest with Rome. Some Jewish families are moving into caves on Arbel. I am unsure what their fears are.
      

      
        Speaking of fear, I did not see anyone following us today. It may be that Poppa is the one in danger. I used the money they gave me to purchase an amulet for Poppa to wear around his neck for safety. He is against such good-luck charms, but I will just tell him that I liked the design. Deep down, I hope it brings him good luck. When Momma went to buy some food for the evening meal, I bought a tintinnabulum to hang inside the covering of my window. This wind chime is supposed to ward off evil spirits. I hope it will help keep me calm. I hid it in my new robe until I could get it into my room.
      

      
        Poppa came home. We had a great meal of lamb and artichokes. We then modeled our new purchases for him. He loved his new outer robe. When I gave him his amulet, I could tell it disturbed him. With a slight grimace, he saw my face. He quickly pretended to love it and put it on. I know Poppa and Momma are walking very gingerly around me. They fear they can set me off. I feel I am well. I have quit drinking my medicine. Even if Poppa does not wear the amulet, at least he put it on. This may ward off any danger. I will clutch my tintinnabulum before going to sleep and think positive things for him.
      

       

      
        On the second month, on the thirteenth day
         — Poppa asked me to try to go to the tax booth with him today. His work is piling up. I never realized that what I did for him helped so much. He promised we could work just a half day if I began to feel bad. We went. People with whom we had to deal were waiting in a long line. I am so glad I was there with Poppa. I questioned each merchant and citizen. I recorded what they had. I even caught a man lying about the number of fish he had caught. I saw his boat when we walked to the booth. He had two baskets on his ship, yet he only brought one to count. When confronted, he acted as if he had forgotten the second and went to retrieve it. I heard him call me a name under his breath when he was about ten paces from me. Such is the life of a tax collector. They hate us, but in front of us they are greatly respectful. They drown us with compliments, even bringing little gifts of appreciation. They all acknowledge our work is hard. They each say our job is one they would not want. Then they reveal a fraction of their displeasure when Poppa gives them their bill. They would really let us have it were it not for the Roman guard and our ability to tax them even more. Their greatest fear is that we will take their possessions or home.
      

      
        Probably in the tax booth is where I grasp the reality that, in this line of work, all we have is our immediate family, just the three of us. I understand Poppa wanting to leave this animosity. However, the money is great, and the hours are steady. Of all the tax collectors we encounter, Poppa marks up the taxes for our bonus less than any others I know. Since I have not had another episode like at the synagogue, the talk of his career change has subsided.
      

       

      
        On the second month, on the fourteenth day
         — Things are feeling normal again. Even more so when we have our typical blow-up at the tax booth. Simon from Canaan, also called Simon the Zealot, showed up with a band of his ragtag men protesting Rome. They threw over a few of our tables near our booth where first-time shippers register. Thankfully, Linus and the rest of Poppa’s guards made quick work of Simon.
      

      
        With bitter name-calling directed toward Poppa and the Romans, Simon was led away to the cistern to serve a ten-day sentence. I hate the thought of that cistern, even for Simon. I have no fond memories of being there.
      

       

      
        On the second month, on the seventeenth day
         — An occurrence today reminds me more of why Poppa needs me at the booth. I know these fishermen. I have dealt with them ever since Poppa let me work the tax booth with him. Zebedee’s fishing company was waiting in line today to pay their duties. When it was their turn for me to inventory their fish, I noticed their card listed their port of origin as Capernaum. I looked at the kind old man. His sons, John and James, fidgeted around, acting all hot, bothered, and not slightly inconvenienced. I said, “Sir, it says here that your port of origin is Capernaum. Now, I know you live in Bethsaida. You came from there two weeks ago. You have signed ‘Bethsaida’ for the last two years. Have you moved?” Peter, one of Zebedee’s partners, spoke up, “He didn’t move. My brother and our families moved.
      

      
        We now base our business out of Capernaum where we do all our fishing.”
      

      
        People do this all the time. Bethsaida is in the jurisdiction of Herod Philip. Among other villages, Capernaum and Magdala are in the jurisdiction of Herod Antipas. As long as merchandise does not cross another jurisdiction, just one tax is levied. However, if the goods cross over from another jurisdiction, two taxes are levied — one for this tax district and one for the other. If more districts are crossed, additional taxes are levied for those. I had no choice but to tax them for both jurisdictions until one of our soldiers could verify that the Zebedee fishing operation not only changed ports, but remained solely in the jurisdiction of Antipas.
      

      
        John had a few choice words for me. His brother James hollered. Peter got into a shoving match with Linus. Finally, the old man and Andrew, Peter’s brother, pulled the men away. The tax law is the tax law. Poppa and I visited later today about the incident. He says Zebedee’s men are as good as Galilean fishermen can be, but he does believe Peter and Andrew moved with the express purpose to reduce taxes. This is where my father is very compassionate. He said he would probably have done the same.
      

       

      
        On the second month, on the eighteenth day
         —  We have had a full week. I was able to work with Poppa all six days. I feel stronger now. I did see some of my partying companions at the booth, but I was so busy getting information from our clients, I hardly had time to think on anything but work. Poppa seemed so grateful to have me. He loves me dearly even if I do nothing to help, but with me helping, his load is much lighter. He is able to finish a week with no work to carry over to the next week. When I am not there, he has others who help, but none do so with the care or efficiency that I do.
      

       

      
        On the second month, on the twenty-second day
         — Poppa had a meeting to go to, so the tax booth was closed. Momma and I are going to the market today to shop and eat.
      

       

      
        On the second month, on the twenty-fourth day 
        — I am awake now. Yesterday was lost to me. Momma had to tell me what day it was. So I am writing. Something happened at the market. Momma is not talking about it. I have bandages all over my arms, my legs, and my breasts. I am hurting. What happened? Momma will not say.
      

      
        She changed my bandages. I was able to look at the wounds. It was like I was punctured all over my body with gaping skin folds sutured back closed. I do not get it.
      

      
        Poppa had to work. He returned home. They both sat with me talking about nothing. They seem so concerned and scared. Scared of what?
      

       

      
        On the second month, on the twenty-seventh day
         — I was able to help Momma today. We had some honest conversations about the world, the tax booth, and the neighbors. The one area not discussed was the market. I let it pass most of the day. Momma began to share about her childhood, about her father, and her sisters. She seemed very nostalgic. Since she was sharing, I asked her to please tell me what happened to me at the market.
      

      
        Momma began to tear up. She said that she does not want to upset me, that what happened at the market was gruesome and unexplainable. I told her to go ahead. I am okay. I am home. I feel safe. I asked her to please tell me. Momma then told me that we had been having a great day. She went into the fishing shop to get Poppa some hooks. Though he no longer fishes for a living, he loves to take time off in the water, cast nets, and hook fish. While we were in the store, Momma said I began to tremble. She said I picked up a fishhook, used a voice so deep, she thought a man was behind me, but my lips were moving. The guttural voice was coming from me. She said I started talking nonsense. Then, I began to take the fishhook, stab it into my arms repeatedly, ripping it out, tearing skin. She said everyone looked in horror. Momma tried to grab me. She said I pushed her away. She asked some men to help. She said I displayed such strength that I threw three men out of the shop singlehandedly. I ripped my skirt off, stabbing my legs with the hook laughing. I then opened my robe, puncturing my breasts with it repeatedly, ripping flesh out. She said I began to lick the blood from my arms.
      

      
        At this point, the owner of the store cast a net over me. I was entangled. Then the men were able to subdue me. They carried me out, Momma said, while the customers of the store shrieked, cried, and prayed aloud. It was only after I was home that she said I settled down. They kept the net on me until Poppa could get home. He closed his booth and rushed to my bedside. A local doctor sutured my wounds. Only then did they remove the net and dress me.
      

      
        Now all my wounds make sense. Bruises surround the puncture sites. I am very sore. How could I do this to myself? And why do I think it is funny? I turn toward the window to hide my pleasure. Yet, I am mortified that I did this to my body. What is wrong with me? What will the Magdala townspeople think of me? How does this help Poppa when he has to face an angry public every day? I fear our neighbors will say, “It serves him right. He made a deal with the devil of Rome. Now he is paying for it. I hope the money helps him sleep.” Maybe it is time for Poppa to change jobs. Maybe it is time we move to another town. My only fear is that the trouble we are having is not outside these walls as much as inside my room.
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the third month, on the seventh day 
        — Momma did not wake up this morning.
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the third month, on the eighth day
         — Momma was laid in her tomb this morning at the base of Mount Arbel. I wore my ornamental robe she bought for me. They said I should wear black or sackcloth. I refused. I would see her off wearing the outfit she had chosen. She was buried with her colorful shawl we had bought at the market. The doctor said her heart just stopped. Momma was no more than forty-eight years old. Our home now is draped in black. Poppa wears sackcloth. His face is ashen.
      

      
        Why so young? What caused this? Murmurings of Magdala are saying this is what a tax collector deserves — a daughter out of her mind and a dead wife. The tax business is taking its toll — more than money can cover. Poppa will not speak to me. No one else in the town comes to console us. The only visitor we had was the synagogue ruler, who acted as if he did not want to be with us.
      

       

      
        On the third month, on the ninth day
         — Poppa and I returned to Momma’s tomb. He had a stone box for her bones, to be used a year from now. It was surreal to read her name on the ossuary: “Adriana, a Magdalene, wife of Jared, mother of Mary.” I had never imagined my name on the side of an ossuary. There, etched in stone, the three of us — Momma, Poppa, and me.
      

      
        The day was beautiful, so after the committal of the box for Momma, Poppa decided we would climb to the top of Arbel. We walked around to the backside, crossed a little stream, and made our way up the rough jagged side. The climb was steep, zig-zagging back and forth on an old path. At one point, Poppa had to give me a boost. With great arm strength, he then pulled himself up. We got to the outcrop on the very top. We both sat on an outgrowth of rock crowning the peak. The wind was strong. The view was breathtaking. Every worry melted away. Grief disappeared. We saw the beautiful Sea of Galilee. We looked down. Poppa and I took turns spotting different buildings and sites around our city. We could see our two-story house and the courtyard on Harbor Street. We could see the tax booth near the shore. Fishermen were sailing in and out.
      

      
        Others were casting nets near the sea’s middle. We saw ships moving from Decapolis toward Magdala. We saw activity in the direction of Tiberias in one direction, Capernaum in the other. We saw the neighborhood synagogue where I had my meltdown. We could see the market where we bought our clothes. Sadly, I glanced, then looked away from the fishing shop where I had pierced myself with fishhooks. Below us was a reminder of joy and sadness, but from this height, all pain seemed so distant. 
      

      
        Mount Arbel had a feeling of home, because inside of this mount lay my Momma. This mountain is a fixture of our community, now it is our sentimental base. I told Poppa I will come here often to check on Momma. One day, we will all three be together in the earth of this mountain. Poppa quoted scripture: “Precious to God is the death of one of His saints.” He then recited a favorite passage from Job: “I know that my Redeemer lives, and that in the end he will stand upon the earth. And after my skin has been destroyed, yet in my flesh I will see God; I myself will see him with my own eyes — I, and not another. How my heart yearns within me!” 
      

      
        Poppa asked me if I knew what that meant. I told him it is the belief that there is life after this one. Beyond that, it was hard to be honest. I do not believe there is life after this one. That is an old folktale. I believe we live out this life however we want. We should make ourselves happy. If this life is all, I want no regrets. If there is life after this, I will trust in my efforts to be good. No need to cover this on the day we sit above the grave of my dear mother.
      

      
        Before we arose to leave, Poppa looked me square in the eye. He said, “Mary, we have had a very difficult last few months. I love you. I love Adriana. It has been the three of us for a long time. Now there is just two of us. Let us make a new start. Let us remember your Momma. Please do not break my heart. I cannot bear the thought of losing you, too. Please do not go near those men. Please, if you feel a spell come over you, just let me know. We can close the booth and go home. Will you try?” I gave him a hug. I promised I would try my best.
      

       

      
        On the third month, on the tenth day 
        — I am doing the cooking for Poppa. I am not particularly good at it, but I am all we have. We walked together to the tax booth alone. I did not feel like going today. Poppa will not leave me by myself. He hardly speaks still. Does he blame me? Does he blame himself? Is he afraid — of me or the people who follow us everywhere we go? Yes, they still are.
      

      
        We work together. Poppa only speaks with regard to the necessities of business. We come home. He eats. He bolts the door. He sleeps on a mat beside it. It is as if he is afraid someone will break in. Or maybe he is afraid I will break out. Does he not know I have a window? The only thing keeping me here is me. He seldom looks me in the eye. I know he loves me. Grief hits people in different ways. I love him. I love Momma. I grieve too. I am tired of grieving though. We must snap out of this. Life must go on. Tomorrow is my birthday. I refuse to welcome thirty-three in drab.
      

       

      
        On the third month, the eleventh day
         — Poppa brought me my gift this morning. Inside were the most beautiful skirt and a purple linen veil. I was so excited. Not only were they striking, but they were also extravagantly expensive. Poppa did not say it, but I think he was trying to express my value to him. I put them on before we went to the tax booth. I hate to write this, but I cannot wait to show my male friends down near the shore. I am going to celebrate with Poppa this evening, and then when he goes to bed, I will celebrate with my companions. They know how to have a good time.
      

      
        Our work was hectic. Poppa had a special lunch delivered to us. He told Linus and his guards that today was a special day. They asked what made it special. He told them it was because this is the day that I was given to him and Momma. He shared how he can still see a lot of Momma in me. They congratulated both of us. We had a delicious dessert made with honey and grapes. It was incredibly good.
      

      
        Poppa and I had a great meal at home. Again, he paid someone to cook for us. We laughed. We fellowshipped. At bedtime, he saw me to my room. Gently kissing me on the forehead, he wished me a good night. I almost feel bad leaving him. He has set his mat by the front door. Because he is such a diligent worker, sleep is sweet to him. It was also readily available. He was out within minutes. I have packed my birthday skirt and purple veil in a sack. I am climbing through the window onto the balcony. I will grab hold of the fig tree branch as I have done so many times before. I will then lower myself to the ground. I will put on my skirt and veil below. I am so excited. I deserve a night on the town. I know the men will be glad to see me.
      

       

      
        On the third month, the thirteenth day 
        — They tore my skirt. They stole my veil. All I am wearing is my undergarment. The men were happy to see me — all of me. I told them that I just wanted to celebrate, nothing more. But after a few drinks of strong wine, I was dancing with every one of them. Then they had me dance for them. They began to shout for me to undress. I told them that I was not going to do that. This was my birthday, not theirs. That was when they started pulling at my clothes. I wanted to leave. I wanted to stay.
      

      
        I wanted to do right. I wanted to do what they wished. Atticus is a young man who has recently begun to run with my Gentile friends. He is handsome. Of all the men, he was the one for whom I wanted to do whatever he asked. Egged on by his buddies, he made the move. I accepted in a semi-private part of the shore. No sooner had we made love, another came. I resisted. Inside a voice pleaded to let him in. I did. Then came the next. Another voice in my head, came out my mouth, saying “Let’s love on them all.” That is the last thing I remember.
      

      
        My friends say I then began to speak to them with seven different voices, taking seven different names. One minute they said I identified as Sarah. The next minute, another voice called Horatio came out. At first, they were amused. Then they were scared. They said I was begging for fishhooks. The men knew better. Poppa’s guard, Linus, appeared. I was surprised when he told them to leave me alone. I ran from him barefoot with just my undergarment. I swore. I howled. I ran to Mount Arbel among the graves of my Momma and others.
      

       

      
        On the third month, the fourteenth day
         — Poppa gathered me up from Arbel. He looked so alarmed. He kept saying, “Mary, you don’t look the same. Mary, why are you talking in those voices?” I could hear them, too. I could feel them. But I could not control them. It was as if I was no longer an individual, but many. I am writing this down. I am not sure if any will read it, but I am now afraid myself.
      

       

      
        On the third month, the twenty-first day 
        — Poppa left his assistant to run the tax booth. Rome is giving him leniency. He is not simply good at his job, he is also a good manager and delegator. He packed for the both of us. He told me we are going to find someone to help with my sickness. Our first stop will be to see Judas the Galilean. He claims to be the Messiah.
      

       

      
        On the third month, the twenty-third day 
        — It is told Judas has divine powers. I have heard of stories of people he healed. Poppa and I met with him today. I carry my bound parchments to take note of any guidance he can give. He asked Poppa to let me stay in his home for the night. He says he will take the evening to pray to the gods for a method of treatment. A reference to plural gods made Poppa hesitant, but he concurred. He is desperate.
      

      
        I wish Poppa had not left me. Judas came into my room. He touched my forehead, had me remove my robe. He acted as if he was examining me, but his touch said something different. The next thing I know, he was being intimate. He said it was all part of the treatment. I have received this treatment many times. It was neither Messianic nor medicinal. He left. He warned me not to share this with anyone. Otherwise, the cure will not work. His men are guarding my door. They are not friendly looking men. They are men of swords and armor. They carry bows with quivers of arrows. They threaten me. They pledge harm to my father. I cannot sleep.
      

       

      
        On the third month, the twenty-fourth day
         — Judas the Galilean is no Messiah. He is a liar. He acted as if he had run me through several treatments and I should be fine now. He told Poppa I was a little out of my mind, hallucinating sexual acts, but after the medicine set in, I calmed. Judas is a fake. After raping me, I heard him share his intentions with his men. He plans to gather the Jewish people to take down Rome. Then, he says Israel will be his.
      

      
        Poppa was very caring. He wanted me to speak. I could not. He asked if everything went well. I stoically answered, “Yes Poppa.” He said he hopes this will work. I told him I think it will not. He then asked, “Should we try someone else?” A voice came out of my mouth, “Quit trying. She is ours now.”
      

       

      
        On the fourth month, the sixth day
         — We entered Jerusalem today. I have been too tired to write. There has been nothing that I want to write. I spent this trip listening to voices in my head. I heard voices come out of my mouth. Poppa is more afraid each day. He will not sleep for fear I will run away. Poor man. Linus has accompanied us, as well as his Jewish servant, Thaddeus. They are here to help Poppa. Even so, my father cannot sleep. His eyes fill with tears every time he speaks to me. He has hope now, though.
      

      
        We entered Jerusalem from the Mount of Olives. As we topped the mount, Jerusalem and the Temple spread out before us. It was simply breathtaking. It had been a while since I had accompanied Poppa here. I remember the last time, it was the three of us. Momma always loved the view from the Mount of Olives. She was so enamored with the sight. She would always say that as much as she loved the bimah stone in the Magdala Synagogue as a replica of the Temple in Jerusalem, nothing could compare to the actual Temple. The last time we made the journey, Momma stopped at the top of the Mount under the shade of a massive old olive tree. She refused to budge. Poppa and I sat beside her for almost an hour. She would not speak. She just smiled in awe. I wish Momma were here now. I paused as we topped the Mount. Poppa saw I was not following. He walked back. I think he knew my thoughts. He simply put his arm around me. We looked below the glistening Temple, at the walls of Jerusalem, enjoying the aroma of the sacrifices. “Pleasing to God is this city. This is His Temple,” Poppa said. “Come, let us go down to worship.” With that, we made our way down.
      

      
        We crossed through the Kidron Valley. We entered the city through the Sheep’s Gate. We passed by the Pool of Bethesda. It is here that we are told healing can occur. It very well may be here that we return. It all depends on what the priest tells us to do.
      

      
        We walked to the Temple. We entered the court of the Gentiles. Buyers and sellers were everywhere. Poppa bought a lamb for a sin offering. I know he is a good man. He is honest. He is fair. Perhaps, he believes his sin caused the loss of Momma. Maybe it is because of his sin I am facing what I am facing. I do not think Poppa’s life has anything to do with any of this except perhaps why people follow me everywhere. He still does not see them. I have been followed all the way from Magdala to here. It is very scary.
      

      
        Just west of the Temple, Poppa entered the mikveh. He asked if I wanted to do the same. I declined. Poppa then led the lamb past the Court of the Gentiles, through the Beautiful Gate into the Court of the Women. He had me wait there. He then entered the Inner Court with the lamb. There was a long line, so I just waited against the wall, next to the gate. Why all this fuss? I pity these. The thought that a person can do wrong, kill an animal, and everything is then okay makes no sense to me. I know it is my heritage, but I have never understood it. We should do whatever makes us happy. This is how I have lived.
      

      
        I write that here inside this gate. A woman is walking toward me.
      

      
        This Jewish woman introduced herself to me in the middle of my writing. She said, “Hello, my name is Maria. Are you lost? Is there anything I can do to help?” I could tell she was very caring. Her face beamed sincerity. She had a peace about her. What is it about me that makes her think I need help? But Maria reminded me of my mother. I let her know that I was just waiting on my Poppa. I caught her eye glancing down at my parchments. I quickly closed them. I stared at her for a minute. I nodded as if to say, “Goodbye”. With that, she walked away.
      

      
        Back to my writing; where was I? Oh, that’s right, we should live to make ourselves happy above all. That is what I have done. For some reason, these words ring convincingly. I have done what makes me happy. Then, where is my happiness? I am sure not happy people are following me. I am not happy that I have these voices inside my head. The voices coming from my mouth that do not match my normal voice do not please me at all. I am not pleased with the scars from the fishhooks. It bothers me that men use me for their pleasure. I am grieved knowing that I still let them. I am not happy that I have upset Poppa. I am not pleased at all that the stress I brought may have contributed to Momma’s death. I am thirty-three years old and not married, have no home of my own, and cannot be left on my own away from Poppa. Has what I have been doing made me happy?
      

      
        Here in this Temple court, I have mocked all things religious. It has all seemed like a crutch. Yet, I saw Poppa walk into the Inner Court, wet-headed from the mikveh. He looked at peace, leading that lamb to slaughter. It was as if he had found the answer to life’s woes. I see the woman, Maria, caring, concerned, as if she has it all together. Am I happy? I feel empty inside except when the voices speak. Then I am in horror. Is religion what I need? If so, which one? Spiritual matters seem to have a great variety of choices. Most people seem to try one, then another, then return to the one they preferred, albeit half-heartedly. Even the most religious do not seem serious about their religion. It is like a shawl people choose for certain occasions, just to be returned to the drawer when the need passes. I do not think that is for me. Yet, I am empty. I am hurting.
      

      
        Something about gazing at this Temple, I feel I can almost see Adonai hovering above. The clouds float over us, the smoke rising seems to display a heavenly, open arms gesture receiving what the smoke is delivering upward.
      

       

      
        That was a long pause. Is God there? Does He see? Have I ruined it with Him? I feel a tenderness, almost a sustenance offered from above that my soul needs.
      

       

      
        Here comes Poppa. He has blood on his hands, a deep red spatter on his robe. He laid his hands on the lamb. He cut the throat of it. The priest took the blood and placed it on the altar. Parts of the animal were burnt.
      

      
        Once the lamb was walking in, with no idea why. Now Poppa walks out alone. He seems at peace.
      

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the fourth month, the seventh day
         — We are waiting our turn to see the high priest, Annas, which is an exceedingly rare privilege. Few get to see him. Poppa has become well-known to the governor here, Pontius Pilate. It is Governor Pilate who has asked Annas to see us. He agreed. It seems the Jewish priests and the Roman government are at odds, yet work together at times. I know Simon the Zealot hates this! They do favors for each other as efforts of goodwill. I am a little nervous. So we wait.
      

      
        They escorted us into Annas’ house, a beautiful, elaborate home just southwest of the Temple. As we passed the courtyard, beautiful flowers were everywhere. What was surprising is the high priest has his own private mikveh. He also has a cistern within the walls of his complex. Everything is so extravagant. Who says religion is a vocation of poverty? Not here. Annas even has his own army. Poppa has Linus and a few guards. Annas has an army of soldiers at his disposal. They are calling us in. I pray he will not use his army on us.
      

      
        That was strange. Annas was like the physician Xenophan. He asked many questions. He wanted to know if I had ever made any sacrifices to foreign gods. Poppa looked at me. I said, “No.” Annas asked if I had ever worshiped the moon or the stars. Again, Poppa looked at me, and I said, “No.” Annas asked if I had any idols in our home. I felt this one hit. I had given Poppa an amulet for good luck, but I have not seen it since the day I gave it to him. I still have the tintinnabulum bells in my window to ward off any evil. They have not worked so far, so I owned up to them with Poppa and the high priest. He felt they may be the problem. He ordered that we get rid of them immediately. He handed us a jar with water and the ashes from the red heifer. Annas ordered that we go back to our home and sprinkle them throughout our house. Sadly, what he did not know was that I was having issues before I bought the tintinnabulum. In fact, it was because of those struggles that I bought the charm of bells.
      

      
        The high priest ordered I be immersed in the mikvah. Afterward, I am to make an offering of fine flour for my sins. Poppa asked, “Is that all?” Annas said, “Yes.” Poppa then asked, “Will this make my daughter Mary well?” Annas answered, “We pray so. Let us pray now.” There I was, as if I were just a sick lamb with no input or need for my consent. Annas did pray beautifully. Poppa wept; he could not quit weeping. After the prayer, Annas asked if he was okay. Poppa told him about the need to change jobs, about Momma’s death, and gave details about my indiscretions. We went to see Annas for me. I fear this was more for Poppa. My father then gave Annas a sizeable offering. I was a little bothered by that. This high priest does not need anything. Why are we paying him? But then again, we paid Xenophan.
      

      
        We left the high priest. Poppa dropped by the praetorium to thank Governor Pilate. I was not allowed inside. We then went back to the mikveh on the west side of the Temple. It was then I was struck by all the limestone. This whole city is like one big limestone block except for the gold Temple, which is so bright in the sunlight, that I can barely look at it. Poppa told me that is intentional. Just as we cannot look at the Temple in the sunlight, so we cannot look at God in His glory. Of all that I faced these last two days, that made the most sense to me.
      

      
        Poppa bought some fine flour in the Court of the Women. He then went with me to give my offering to the priest, who burned it. With that, Poppa said, “Let’s go home. We must purify our house. I will dispose of the tintinnabulum in your window.”
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the fourth month, the twenty- ninth day
         — We made it back home. Poppa went immediately to my room and tore my charm of bells from my window. He pulled them apart and burned them. He half-way apologized to me. I told him there was no need. They had no power that I could see. He said that more than anything, he wants me well.
      

      
        Poppa then led us outside. He took the jar of water and ashes from the red heifer the high priest gave us. He clenched the jar between his hands and prayed. He then began to sprinkle the house outside, all around the black basalt stone walls. He entered our front door. I followed. He prayed in every room as he sprinkled. He went upstairs. He repeated the prayer, sprinkling in my room, by my window, and then in his room.
      

      
        With what was left in the jar, he climbed an outside ladder to the branches and clay of our roof. He emptied the purifying water left in the container there and placed the container in our storeroom.
      

      
        After the cleansing duties, we sat in our courtyard facing the Sea of Galilee, eating our noon meal. We talked about Poppa’s plans. He keeps speaking of leaving the tax booth. He then speaks of the work ahead at the tax booth. I do not think he wants to quit. It keeps him busy. It keeps him engaged, and it gives me work by his side. That is fine. We are a great team.
      

      
        The question for the evening in my room was, did all this ritual stuff work? For the moment, it seems to. I feel normal. I have heard no voices since we made our sacrifice. I even prayed before the altar: “God, if You are there, let this work. Give me peace, please. Forgive all the things I have done that you see as sin. Amen.” That is my prayer again this evening.
      

       

      
        On the fifth month, the first day
         — We attended the synagogue at the harbor. Those there on the shore seem less pious. None of them know us very well, either. There were no whispers. Some of the fishermen even greeted Poppa, though their motivation may be for less taxes assessed their next visit to the booth.
      

      
        This synagogue has a normal bimah, nothing ornate like the neighborhood one. It does have a main hall with two side rooms, though. Six pillars are here, too, to hold the roof up. The plaster-covered walls are decorated in more extravagant colors than the other in our town. This one has the Torah closet, but the way it is placed, it seems to have been an afterthought. Many more candleholders are there, along with more ornate glass bowls.
      

      
        The synagogue ruler read from the Torah about the cleansing rituals. It is ironic that the day after we perform these rituals, we are taught in this synagogue about them. I wonder if Poppa told this rabbi something? I am sure he needs someone to confide in locally, especially over spiritual matters. Oh well, for some reason, I felt comfortable. The words spoken from the text resonated with what we did in Jerusalem. It was a timely affirmation. Maybe we are on the right track.
      

       

      
        On the fifth month, the second day
         — Today was a great day. We are back in the tax booth — father and daughter. Everyone has been truly kind to us. Linus and the men have been very tender toward me. They have been quietly submissive to Poppa. Even the people coming to pay their taxes were more respectful.
      

      
        Zebedee’s sons came with a large catch of fish. They were delighted that we only charged them one tax, as we confirmed that they are now operating solely in Herod Agrippa’s jurisdiction in Capernaum.
      

      
        I have been neglectful to record the money we make from the tax booth. If a person paid approximately ten percent on their goods, produce, spices, or land, Poppa’s mark-up amounted to about one third of that.
      

      
        Needless to say, this Magdala port makes us approximately twenty times a citizen’s daily wage per day. That sounds exorbitant until you realize that Poppa is well-educated, greatly experienced, and extremely hated. When you consider those factors, it makes the pay about right. We have also gained a portion of lands confiscated for refusal to pay taxes. Our holdings have been substantial. I qualify this in that our tax booth is the most fair in the area. Poppa’s peer, Levi in Capernaum, lacks the volume and variety at his booth, so he increases his percentages to extortionary levels.
      

      
        Over the years, Poppa has accumulated productive vineyards, a fleet of boats he rents, shops he leases, lands he cultivates, and gold he stores away in a safe place. He even owns the land upon which our booth sits. He rents it back to the Romans. He has been incredibly wise in his management of assets. We live in a nice home with the two stories and a courtyard on an outcrop with nothing to block our view of the sea. Poppa could have built a bigger home, but he tries to keep our wealth indiscernible. I am not sure I will ever marry. I am content with that. I have shared a bed with many men, as well as the shoreline. I do not find a need for a man. With that said, if I do join myself in marriage to a man, I dare say he will be quite pleased with his dowry.
      

      
        On the fifth month, the third day
         — Poppa and I took a break for lunch today to visit the marketplace. I was a little nervous, but Poppa held my hand. We passed by the fishermen’s supply store. A few people saw me nearby. They crossed over to the other side of the street. Do they not know that it is me I hurt, not others? That is, unless someone is trying to stop me from doing harm to myself. I pray all that is past.
      

      
        Funny I wrote that: I pray. I am praying some of late. The sacrifices we made at the Temple, the cleansing ritual we performed at home, the message at the synagogue two days ago — all of these have given me calm. No voices.
      

       

      
        On the fifth month, the fourth day 
        — Poppa received a certificate of honor today from the town clerk. He brought it by personally to our booth. It reads, “To Jared, the local administrative revenue official. Let it be known this day that the city of Magdala sends this certificate of appreciation for the generous donation made to complete the city’s new harbor pier.” It had the seal of Herod Antipas. I am glad the city sees that my father is a wise businessman who also believes in giving to the community. We immediately posted it upon our tax booth for every person to see as they meet with Poppa to satisfy their assessment. A few dignitaries then accompanied us to the dedication of the pier. How great to see Poppa smile. I do not think it will make us loved in this village, but it does take the edge off.
      

      
        Our supper was one of celebration — just Poppa and me. We enjoyed our courtyard. We reminisced about Momma. We discussed a few of the psalms of David. Then we parted for sleep. I am writing this now before I turn in. I do not miss the tintinnabulum in my window. I feel God is wanting me to have peace with Him. We have many trees in the Lower Galilee. The one we need is the butma tree. My understanding is this is the tree where people meet to make up for a fight. I do not feel Adonai has been fighting with me. I am the one fighting with Him by how I have lived most of my years. If only I could find a butma tree. How I would love to have Him meet with me there, face to face, so that I could know that I am right with Him. It would also help me find assurance that He exists. If only I could meet Him in His person.
      

       

      
        On the fifth month, the sixth day
         — Atticus showed up at our booth today. I have not thought of a man in a good while. He was so kind. He had a small tax to pay. He then gave me a sweet bottle of perfume. He is a few years younger than me. He seems so innocent compared to the men with whom he works.
      

       

      
        On the fifth month, the ninth day
         — Poppa and I made it to synagogue again yesterday. The reading came from a proverb of Solomon about the management of money. I kept looking at my father. Every principle shared was what Poppa has practiced his whole life. No wonder we have been blessed. Some say Poppa is a thief stealing bread from the mouths of families. As I wrote before, I believe a workman is worth his wage. Poppa is just carrying out what the ruling authority of Rome requires. 
      

       

      
        On the fifth month, the eleventh day
         — We took the day off to go to Mount Arbel to visit Momma’s tomb. Everything was in order. It was a sweet time to talk of Momma. I almost felt she could hear us. It was like it was the three of us again. Poppa and I sat beside the stone cover facing the sea. We had a few pickled fish and some bread. It was a delightful picnic.
      

      
        Later, we climbed Arbel. It is wonderful to get exercise at such a meaningful place.
      

       

      
        On the fifth month, the fourteenth day
         — Atticus came back to the booth this afternoon just before we were closing. He asked if we could walk along the sea for a bit. I asked Poppa. He was hesitant. I know why. Things have gone so well with me in his sight. I knew his feelings. I let him know all would be okay. He relented.
      

      
        We had a nice walk. I did not let Atticus walk me home. We returned to the booth and I left him there. He is considerate, not pushy. I know we have had intimacy. I think he realizes now that is behind us. We need to go about this the right way. Inside, I want him, though. I pray he cannot tell. It would not take much to push me over. I hate that I feel that. When I do right, everything is simple. When I do what makes me happy, the wrong things I want, everything falls apart.
      

       

      
        On the fifth month, the twenty-third day
         — It has been an incredibly busy few weeks. Everyone is pressing to meet Rome’s demand for fish. As their empire expands, the need for food grows. With the catch and the pickling, the taxes on the two grow. This is the required process before things are shipped out. Poppa and I are working long hours. We have added a couple of helpers. I oversee them. Poppa still is the final stop for all merchants.
      

      
        We have not been able to go to synagogue, nor have we reflected on any scripture. Poppa is tired and a little short on patience. He snapped at me today, bringing an ire that I have not felt in a good while.
      

       

      
        On the fifth month, the twenty-fourth day
         — Poppa has left the booth so my male friend Atticus could help me pick up the booth to prepare for the next day. He asked me to a party for his uncle this evening. It is late, so I am going straight from here with him.
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, the third day
         — Everything has come undone. I am at the bottom of the cistern, chained. I have blood on my hands. My robe is torn. They say I stabbed a man in a rage. The doctor says he will live. The judge is coming by today. Two witnesses say the man was raping me. His men deny it. Atticus is nowhere to be found. The voices are calling. Three others from that night are chained on the other side of this hole in the ground. They are separated from my sight by a poorly constructed wooden wall. I am angry. I have been wasting my time doing good. No more of that. Others can act out on their pleasures. They do not face the complications I face. Why?
      

      
        Eee xxx tu woookken isesesseaxxtt
      

       

      
        Llleeee seven seven seven seven seven seven seven 
      

      
        7 7 7 7 8 no 7 7 7 (Mary’s writing indiscernible)
      

      
        Momma, you are here! I miss you Momma. Get me out. Poppa is no help. 
      

      
        6 shekels 12 talents our new pier
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, the fifth day
         — I went before the judge today. The man I stabbed will be okay. He will serve no time. The judge was going to let me off, but then I began to scream at him in a guttural voice, calling him things I dare not write. With that, I have been given thirty days in this dank, dark, humid, and hot cistern. As they dragged me out, I overpowered eight of their guards. Just as I was about to run out, Poppa stepped in front of me. I tore his shirt. Horatio inside my head growled, “Move, Jared, or I will kill her.” I waited for Poppa’s response. He did nothing. Something in me drew back to slap him, but I was able to restrain it. I broke down, crying, “Help me, Poppa. Forgive me, God.” Ten Roman soldiers, Linus among them, escorted me here. Poppa followed close behind.
      

      
        How do you like that Mary?! 
      

      
        Xooxxvebe **?? 
        (Mary’s writing indiscernible)
      

      
        You belong to us now. Let us rule you. Do not resist. This will be easier, Mary. Write that down. Remember what we are telling you.
      

       

      
        On sixth month, the eighth day 
        — I am laying on a mat in the cistern, but my right arm is chained. The pallet is soaked in blood. This time, not from a man, but from my own neck and arms. What happened?
      

      
        Now I remember. The guard slid me a knife. He told me if I did not like my treatment, this was the way out. He motioned the knife across his throat. He handed it to me, saying, “Now you copy that, Mary, but closer. Make contact. It will all be over.” I remember weeping, begging. He left me with it. At some point, I must have tried.
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, the ninth day 
        — Poppa came to see me. He said I tried to kill myself. I asked him how I got the knife. He told me I stole it from the scabbard of the guard while he was bringing me food and water. Yes, of course. That is what the guard told my father. What else would he say?
      

      
        Poppa just held me. I sat limp. I would not return the embrace. Why would he love me? I do not think I love him or anybody else. I just want to be happy.
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, the twelfth day
         — Poppa came to see me again today. He has not missed one day. He works the booth. He looks so tired, but he comes to see me every day. Today he was upbeat. He said he met with his counterpart from Capernaum, Levi. Poppa believes there is a cure for me. There is a doctor for me. He is a rabbi from that area. Poppa shared with me that he believes the town clerk, the judge, and the Roman authority will let him take me to see this man.
      

      
        I was consoled that my father had a sign of hope in his eyes, but I remember the last rabbi he took me to —  Judas of Galilee. All he did was rape me and pretend he did his magic. Have I not been through enough?
      

      
        Even the high priest and the Temple were temporary pacifications. I protested. Poppa said it is that, or isolation for another thirty days. Funny he said that. I looked around. I had not noticed. I am in this cistern alone.
      

      
        I am writing by the moonlight that shines through the gap between the wall and the roof. I hear the sea stirring. I feel the cool lake breeze. Laughter is emanating from a local tavern. The cut on my neck is sore and itching. I dare not scratch it. I fear infection leading to sickness will make this place even more miserable.
      

      
        I felt I had made some steps to healing when I was in Jerusalem. I want that again. Can this rabbi in Capernaum help? I doubt it. I wonder what his name is. I had heard of another supposed Messiah named Theudas. From what I am told, he is no different than the Galilean, Judas.
      

      
        “God, will you help me? I am in the bottom of this pit. The dogs are all around me. The enemy seeks to destroy me. The voices haunt me at night. Are You there? Are You real? Please show Yourself to me. Please. If not for me, for Poppa. Please?”
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, the thirteenth day 
        — Poppa bought me a new skirt to wear. He is finishing his paperwork. He assigned his new assistant to run the booth. We are going to Capernaum. I hear this rabbi moved there permanently. I asked Poppa his name. He says it is Jesus. I love that name. It is our Greek form of the Hebrew Joshua — “God is salvation.” I prayed last night for God to come to my rescue. Maybe He will save me. How I pray God will use this rabbi for my good.
      

      
        We are about to leave. It will not be just me and Poppa. The judge required ten Roman guards to accompany us. They do not trust me. Poppa argued, but to no avail. He says it is worth everything to get me well.
      

      
        We have walked for three hours. We are now in Capernaum. For the devout Jewish worshiper, that distance is way too far for a Sabbath-day walk. Poppa understood that, but there was no time to lose.
      

      
        We checked in with Levi. He was very cordial to us. He told us we had come on a good day. He told us to go to the synagogue and ask Jairus, the synagogue ruler, where the rabbi was. We knew Jairus from his visits to Magdala. Levi chose not to come with us. He does not go to the synagogue. He keeps his distance. He cares for his family. He tends to the tax business. Besides, people in these parts hate him, even more so than we are hated in Magdala.
      

      
        Levi’s house is on the Magdala side of Capernaum. We did not get a mile away when we were overwhelmed by crowds and crowds of people. It was not a Jewish festival here. There were no games here, no arena like the one in Magdala. We had no clue. We only had a vague idea where the synagogue was. Linus asked one of the Capernaum soldiers if an uprising was occurring. The man said, “No. A miracle.”
      

      
        A miracle? Linus inquired as to what kind of miracle. It turned out, the Rabbi Jesus was speaking in the synagogue that Jairus oversees, and a demon-possessed man began to scream out, “What do you want with us, Jesus of Nazareth?” I was overwhelmed with nausea. Poppa had me sit. One of the men brought me a cool rag. The Capernaum soldier looked at me leerily. He asked, “Are you here for the same reason the other thousands are?”
      

      
        Poppa did not know what he meant. “That is a good question. What is this crowd here for?” The soldier replied, “They are gathering outside Simon Peter and his brother Andrew’s home. They are hoping to catch a glimpse of Jesus. They are pleading for Him to heal their loved ones. Young lady, are you sick?” Poppa looked at me. I looked at the guard and honestly answered, “I am very sick.” He told us we had come to the right place. He directed us to the home of Simon Peter and Andrew. I was struck by the oddity. Those two fishermen had actually moved from Bethsaida to Capernaum, and the tax collectors from Magdala are going to their home? Someone in the crowd yelled out, “James and John! Please have Jesus heal my wife!” James and John, partners of their father Zebedee, those two hotheads are present with the Rabbi also?
      

      
        The hours have been many now. The crowd is crushing us forward. People from up ahead are running out, shouting with glee, “I am healed!” Another, “Hallelujah, I can see!” A lady is carrying her mat, the one she swore she laid upon for twenty-nine years, unable to move.
      

      
        Time is passing rapidly now. The closer we get, the more excited we become. Poppa has me sitting with the soldiers guarding me. I am able to write. It is as if I am Herod’s daughter, someone of importance, not a criminal. With such a guard, no one cuts in front of us. The time is late. Poppa says we will stay in this line all night if that is what it takes. I agree.
      

      
        Someone else has had demons cast out of them. I heard them shouting. I asked Linus what the soldier told him about the man in the synagogue screaming about demons. He said that while the Rabbi Jesus was preaching, the demon-possessed man cried out, “What do you want with us, Jesus of Nazareth? Have you come to destroy us? I know who you are — the Holy One of God!”
      

      
        I began to writhe in pain. Voices began to come from my mouth — not one at a time, but all at once. The Roman soldiers flinched. One drew his sword. Another thrust his shield forward. Poppa did not move, but said, “Hold her. This is why you are here. You are soldiers trained for battle.” They did.
      

      
        I am calm again. I am taking notes. My thoughts are racing. The Holy One of God. A demon calls Jesus that? This term is for the Messiah. Judas the Galilean said he was the Messiah. Theudas claimed he was. Both are fakes. No demon called them that. These two men called themselves that. It makes sense that only One with real power can evoke such a response from demons.
      

      
        I said the name, “Jesus.”
      

      
        I am on the floor again. Linus brings the damp rag. Why is this happening? The voices inside, the beings inside me, the “we” who claim I am theirs; I sense their fear. I will say his name again. “Jesus.”
      

      
        I fell into seizures. They placed the cloth in my mouth.
      

      
        I am calm now. I say this man’s name and they tremble. A voice screams from my mouth, “DON’T SAY THAT NAME!” Everyone is looking at me. I just lower my head to write.
      

      
        The men had not heard me say His name. Poppa asks, “My daughter, what name did we say that offended you?” He must have been reflecting back on some of the men who abused me by the shore. I said, “Poppa, that was not me.” Poppa turned pale. “If it was not you, who was it?” I told him it seemed clear to me now. It must be demons inside. Poppa said, “Put down your pen.”
      

      
        We are near the door. I can see the Rabbi. Urgently, Poppa had the soldiers push forward. We passed others in line ahead of us. Poppa yelled, “There’s no time to waste! Please let us through. This is an emergency!” With the guards opening the way before us, for some reason, no one voiced objection.
      

      
        I see Him. I dare not say His name again. I cannot lose my place. We are so close. He smiled at the little girl before Him. He looked at her parents with the most concerned attention. He nodded as they spoke. He opened his eyes wider as they shared some symptom. He looked at the girl. I could see the girl, too. She stood in an uneven manner. Her parents spoke of her fever and recalled her muscle pain. The Rabbi knelt down to touch her left foot, which dangled above the ground, while her right foot was squarely stationed on the soil. He then looked up to the sky. I heard Him pray. I watched His eyes glisten with joyful tears. He looked down. I looked down. Now this little girl’s left foot was planted parallel to her right foot. The little girl, with a “Weeeeee!”, jumped up in the air. She began to move her legs up and down as if running in place. Her mother covered her face weeping. “Thank you, Rabbi! Thank you, Lord!”
      

      
        Next man up. Poppa made the guards stand between me and the older gentleman. He has no ears. He has sores. Everyone gave him room. A leper here in this crowd? I had never seen one. I had heard of leprosy. My father and mother had prayed that disease would never hit our family. They had described such a condition to me, but I had never seen one with this malady. What is this Rabbi going to do? I would say His name, but I am too close to getting help.
      

      
        This Rabbi touched the man, left hand on the man’s right ear. Right hand on the man’s left ear. I was so disgusted. I looked away. But I could not for long. This Rabbi looked to Heaven. He just sighed. When He removed His hands . . . When He removed His hands . . . When He removed His hands, the man’s ears were there. His sores were gone. The man hugged the Rabbi. He screamed with joy, “Rabbi, I AM CLEAN!!! I AM CLEAN!!! Did you all hear? I AM CLEAN!!!
      

      
        Now it has been four hours. We are staying in Levi’s guesthouse. Poppa prayed with me. He is staying by my side. An excitement has come over me. I yelled for all of Capernaum to hear, “I am delivered!!! Did you hear me say that? I am delivered! The voices have gone! The demons have been cast away! I can think. There is no anger. There is no conflict. There are no voices.”
      

      
        I did everything to stir them. I said His name, “Jesus,” and nothing but peace flooded over me. Love fills my soul. I am made well! I can hardly write. I just want to run. But I must write. How could I record the assets of a merchant and not put to paper the best discovery ever? I will try.
      

      
        Before I could grasp what I saw with the leper, the Roman soldiers parted in front of me. I stood directly in front of this man. He looked at me with such kindness. I felt forgiven immediately. The flour sacrifice in Jerusalem was nothing to this. He said to my father, “Jared, how can I help your daughter Mary?” Poppa looked at me. I glanced back at him for a moment. We said nothing, but felt the same thing: How did He know our names? Could it have been because of the soldiers? Had my father’s reputation preceded him? Did Jairus share some things, or maybe Levi? I looked behind him, there was Simon. Maybe it was Simon. He knew us all too well, and not fondly. However, Simon seemed different. He looked as shocked as we did when Jesus (I said His name again, and no shrieks) said our names.
      

      
        Poppa answered Jesus. He told Him about all that I had been enduring. Jesus did not rush Poppa. He did not demand the bare facts. He did not interrupt all the details. He listened as if no patience was required. Jesus looked at me as Poppa talked. His eyes of compassion told me that He understood — that I was in good hands. Poppa told Him about the fishhooks, about my stabbing a man, about my sexual activity, about the knife I took to my own throat. Poppa also told Him about the voices.
      

      
        It was then the Rabbi Jesus interrupted. “I could see them when you first arrived in Capernaum. I felt their fear while you waited in line. Even when Lucias, the Roman soldier, was telling Linus about what the demon of the man screamed in the synagogue, I felt the trauma they were putting you through, Mary.” He said my name as He seemed to be not just telling Poppa this, but me, too. He knew the name of the soldier Lucias. He also knew Linus’s name.
      

      
        Then He asked, “How bad are the scars from the fishhooks and knife cut? How hurtful are the scars of the rapes and sexual abuse?” Poppa said they were terrible. Then the Rabbi Jesus  —  I love His name . . . still no response of anger, still no voices — then the Rabbi Jesus said, “Mary, God loves you. I am here to prove that. I saw the guard run his hand beneath your cloak. I saw the trade you offered him for freedom. I saw you when you lost your mother. I know the guilt you have faced. I saw at the shore when Atticus and the men assaulted you. I watched the guard hand you the knife. You fought it and then gave in. I kept you from bleeding out. I saw when the demons entered you back on that shore when the magic arts were presented to you, and you joined in willingly. I saw the tintinnabulum on your window, the demonic thing you welcomed even unknowingly.”
      

      
        At this point, the demons inside began to scream. Jesus commanded, “Silence!” Then not a sound was heard. The Rabbi said, “Mary, there are seven in you. I am going to cast them out.” He raised His head to Heaven, and with a voice like the sound at Creation, He said, “Come out!” I fell to the ground. He took my hand. With a clarity in my eyes, I fixed upon His. “Mary,” He said, “you are free. Worship God. Receive Me as your Lord and Savior. You asked to see God face-to face. You wanted to see His person. Now you have.”
      

      
        The Roman guards with us did not bat an eye. Linus fell to his knees before Him. The Rabbi touched him. He said, “Linus, I offer you the same. Jared, you too. I know your hurt. I know your grief. Old things are passed away. All things are made new.”
      

      
        Is this how it happened? I am writing it, but to be honest, with my record, I do not know. When a moment comes upon you like that, when demons are one minute fogging your brain, then a total cleansing — all the words and actions do not seem to come to my mind. They do not seem to matter. I met Jesus today. I have seen God face to face in His Son. I am not sure how to understand that. But I am free. I am saved. I am not writing the Holy Scriptures. I do not know many of them, anyway. I cannot add to what God has done. All I know is, once I was possessed, now I am free.
      

      
        I wanted to linger before Him, but there were many behind me. I left His presence. As I walked away, I glanced back. Six men ushered before Him a young boy on a stretcher, barely breathing. He gave them the same attention He gave me. He never looked away from them. At that moment, this young man was the most important thing in His life. Just like a few minutes before, I was the most important thing in His life. Just like an hour before, the girl with the uneven leg was the most important thing in His life.
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the sixth month, the fourteenth day
         — Poppa let me sleep in. I could hear him and Levi talking. Outside my window, I heard the Roman soldiers of our guard recounting what had happened the night before. I have never slept this well in my life. I would wake up. Try to rouse. Feel the softness of this mat, the smoothness of the fine linen covers. I had no need to get up. I have not rested in years. I would hear the sound of their stories. I could not help but smile. I did an internal inventory. Nothing inside me but me — and a whole lot of love that only God can give. I drifted off to sleep a few more times.
      

      
        Poppa peeked into my room. I heard him. I looked up. He came, kissed me on the head. He quietly walked out after saying, “Sleep, dear child.” Peace.
      

      
        I finally roused around midday. I could smell a fine meal wafting through the house. Poppa heard me stir. He brought me the finest breakfast choices I have ever seen. I sat up. I asked him to join me. He said, “I thought you’d never ask.” He sat beside my bed this morning. We spoke about only one main topic — Jesus. We had seen a miracle. It happened to us. Jesus performed it for us. Just knowing Jesus was in this town made me not want to leave. I told Poppa I wanted to stay. I wanted to see Him again. Just as I never wanted to be out of Momma and Poppa’s presence, now I do not want to be out of His. Poppa asked me, “Do you still feel like people are following you?” I could honestly answer, “No Poppa. I have absolutely no more fears.” He smiled. So glad we made this trip. No comparison exists between Xenophan, Judas the Galilean, or Annas the high priest. Okay, maybe a little difference between the two former and Annas.
      

      
        I begged Poppa to stay in Capernaum. I wanted to be with Jesus, to hear Him, to watch Him. Maybe, just maybe, I could get to know Him personally, talk to Him as a friend. Poppa relented. He said he would talk to Jairus to see where Jesus would be speaking today. With that, he left. I got dressed. Everything was new.
      

      
        Poppa just returned. I cannot say bad news, but it definitely was not what I wanted to hear. Jesus had left Capernaum. Some saw Him walk out early this morning as they were coming in from a night of fishing. His friends, Simon, Andrew, James, and John, went after Him. No one knows where they are off to. Jairus says that’s how rabbis are. They travel from synagogue to synagogue. He supposes Jesus is no different in that aspect, but so different in every other.
      

      
        An interesting thing Jairus told us. He said Jesus always follows our Jewish faith to the letter. He observes every Sabbath. He forgives. He is kind even when people are ugly toward Him. He listens. He honors every holy day. He tithes. He pays His taxes. He never is alone with a woman, and if a female approaches Him, He always moves out in public so all can see. The prophet John, who was the son of a very well-respected Jewish priest among our people, baptized Him. Suddenly, I have a passion to live out our faith as Jewish people adhering to the Laws of Moses. If One with such power submits to God in this way, how can I not? Poppa and I agreed that from now on, we will follow the faith of Abraham, Isaac, Jacob, and Moses without exception.
      

      
        We are leaving now for Magdala. Two synagogues are there. Perhaps Jesus is headed to our hometown. I sure pray so, and I do pray now — constantly. There is one God, the God of Israel. There is no Neptune, no Jupiter, no amulet, no praying to a star or the moon or the sun. God created all of these. How proud Momma must be if she can see us now!
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the sixth month, the sixteenth day
         — This morning, Poppa and I began our day with prayer. We then headed to the tax booth. Many walked on the other side of the road as we made our way to work. This was not uncommon, as many choose to show their hatred for Poppa’s position very subtly. They also held a fear, I think, of me. After all, I was arrested for stabbing a man. Of course, this town knows he is a scoundrel of the most wicked sort. If I could hear their thoughts, I am sure some were thinking, “That dog had it coming. It’s a shame she didn’t finish him off and then herself.”
      

      
        The hatred is strong still for us. It is understandable. It is also unimportant. What God thinks of us is what is important. Now that we are seeking Him, nothing else matters. And I am free. No more demons. A newfound delight and a freedom are present that I have never known. I feel as though I am walking on air.
      

      
        The sea breeze is sweeter. The aroma of the shore blesses me. The flowers and the trees delight. The birds’ singing makes me walk in silence to pick up every tune. No drink can give such joy. No fellowship can match the one Jesus brought us with God, Adonai.
      

      
        The line at the tax booth was heavy. Poppa levied the taxes, but today he made no extra charge for our services. He would exact just what the Roman authorities requested and nothing more. This meant the taxes people paid were about one-third less than normal.
      

      
        News spread quickly. People who were not due to see us this week showed up early. Poppa did the same for everyone who came. No one likes to pay taxes, but everyone likes to pay less taxes. Our new assistant chastised Poppa, but he is the authority, not our assistant. When evening came, we had gathered more money in a single day than ever before. To top it off, as we made our way home, men gave us cordial acknowledgements. Some even dared to say, “Have a good evening, Jared and Mary.” What a blessing!
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, seventeenth day
         — Today was another great day. We opened the day in prayer just as we closed the night before. This much pleasure has not existed since the early days when Momma was with us in my youth.
      

      
        The line of taxpayers was even longer today. Our work was heavy. Our burden was light. Real light has penetrated our corner of the world. Our Roman superiors are ecstatic. Our neighbors are pleased. I do believe, though, that Poppa’s peers will be incredibly angry. Taxing without our mark-up will bring pressure upon other collectors. This could endanger us from people who have the ability to hurt us without consequence.
      

      
        Tonight, I shared with Poppa my concern. Poppa smiled. “Mary, you have no fear. This is our last week collecting taxes. We have enough to provide for me in my lifetime, you in yours, with plenty to spare for others.” I am delighted this evening. I am also a little concerned. What will we do with our time? The tax booth has been our existence for years now. It is where I developed my expertise. I asked Poppa. He told me he had no idea. All he knew was we are at peace. In our prayers tonight, we thanked God for Jesus. That one meeting in Capernaum has made all the difference for us both.
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, the eighteenth day
         — Atticus came by the booth today with his partners. They paid their taxes. They then returned with a kind gift of wool for me. Atticus spoke on their behalf, telling me how sorry they all were for the way they had abused me. I could tell Atticus was very worried about my response. I thanked them all. I told them that what they did was wrong. I shared with them that what I had done was also wrong. I should never have been there to begin with.
      

      
        It was then I had the privilege to share what Jesus had done for me. I told them about the Rabbi from Capernaum. I told them about the change in a few of their acquaintances, Simon Peter, his brother Andrew, James, and John. I no sooner finished saying their names when Zebedee walked up with his catch. He greeted me by name. “Mary! I am so glad to see you. John told me about your visit to Simon’s home in Capernaum. I have hardly been able to enter the town for all the people visiting. John and Simon (he simply goes by Peter now) said they did not know all of the people who lined up at Simon’s front door the other day, but they surely recognized you. John was ecstatic to tell me of how Jesus cast the demons out of you, how the tortured look on your face disappeared in an instant. Mary, I am so happy for you and your father. Will you please make a note in your records. You will not see my boys or Simon and Andrew here anymore. I do not want you to think they are not paying their taxes. They have left the fishing business entirely. I am downsizing to just me and a few hands. You will see me, but they are going to follow Jesus as His disciples. I am not sure what lies ahead for them, but I trust Jesus. We know God has sent Him to us for some reason. He clearly has power like none we have ever seen before.” With that, Zebedee paid his taxes. He then left with a kind word.
      

      
        I am sitting in my room now. It is late. Poppa and I have said our prayers. God really has responded. We have never really seen prayers answered until now. I am sure God was answering them, but we never really noted them. As I kept copious notes at the tax booth, I am going to start taking notes of all God is doing for us.
      

      
        Anyway, I am jealous for Simon, or Peter, if that will be his sole name. They have had the privilege to leave everything and follow Jesus. I want to do that. With my past, I do believe I could harm any ministry that Jesus has. I am from Magdala after all — the land of loose women. I am the one who many men have violated many times. Most of the time, I did so willingly. I am the tax collector’s daughter, a puppet of Rome to our people. I am the one who was demon-possessed, who stabbed fishhooks into myself, cut my own throat, and stabbed a man. I fear what the presence of a woman like me would do to His ministry. Before long, all would say He is no different than Judas the Galilean or Theudas.
      

       

      
        In the eighteenth year of the reign of Tiberius Caesar, on the sixth month, the twentieth day
         — This week closed with the greatest of joys. We began our morning with prayer. We then attended the synagogue in our neighborhood. Poppa let the local synagogue ruler, Simeon, know ahead of time we were coming. Poppa also arranged for a moment to speak to the people gathered. I was nervous. I remember the scene I made the last time we were present with Momma. I know the people remember. They have reminded me every day with whispers and glares, but now everything for me is different. I attended with Poppa, remembering the words of the psalmist: “I lift up my eyes to the hills. Where does my help come from? My help comes from the Lord, the Maker of Heaven and earth.” God honored our faith!
      

      
        The scripture was read from Isaiah. I was thrilled at what was read. Tears flowed down my face. Everyone watched me. I am sure they thought I was about to break out among them again. If only they could see I am not the woman they saw a few weeks ago, but what made me weep was the joy as if God provided this particular text for our very visit:
      

      
        The Spirit of the Sovereign Lord is on me, because the Lord has anointed me to preach good news to the poor. He has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted, to proclaim freedom for the captives and release from darkness for the prisoners, to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor and the day of vengeance of our God, to comfort all who mourn, and provide for those who grieve in Zion — to bestow on them a crown of beauty instead of ashes, the oil of gladness instead of mourning, and a garment of praise instead of a spirit of despair.
      

      
        They will be called oaks of righteousness, a planting of the Lord for the display of his splendor.
      

      
        Everything Isaiah wrote was what I experienced in Capernaum at the door of Simon the fisherman. My broken heart has been bound. I, the captive, have been set free. I, who was once in darkness in a cistern in chains, have been released!
      

      
        I waited for the guest speaker to share on this text. I was shocked when Simeon introduced a special guest to speak — my father! Poppa got up. Great rumblings radiated throughout the synagogue. A couple of families walked out. Simeon quieted the crowd. He said, “Let Jared speak. You will understand if you just listen.” Poppa walked behind the bimah, the replica of the Temple in Jerusalem that Momma loved so much. He was about to speak, but broke down for a moment. Simeon stood. He walked to Poppa’s side, put his left arm around Poppa’s shoulders, squeezing with a reassuring grip. “Take your time Jared. We will wait.”
      

      
        No one sat near me. No one reassured me. I sat on the bench alone. I did not feel alone, though. My Help was there right beside me. My Help was there by Poppa, too. His words were so meaningful, I dare not think I will ever forget them, even word for word. Poppa said, “I want to start with an announcement. I have resigned from the tax booth effective yesterday.” Someone yelled out, “I guess you have fleeced us enough!” Simeon raised his hand to silence the disruptions.
      

      
        Poppa continued. “You are right to be angry, but my books are open. I did charge you fairly for your taxes, and I did charge you the additional one-third for my fees. Please compare that to any other collector. You will find my charge was always a fraction of theirs. If you find one who charged less, I will repay you the difference.” No one spoke. I think all knew Poppa was telling the truth. No one challenged him, though they were welcome to try. I have kept the most accurate of records, including signatures upon payment.
      

      
        My father then shared about my mother’s untimely death. He explained the stress our family was under was most likely the cause. He shared that the last time we came, he was going to resign from the booth and seek their help. He told them, “Now I come to announce my resignation without any help. My daughter has been very ill, as you all know. You can call it a curse I deserve, or a punishment she deserves. Either way, it was a curse and a punishment to us. I had tried everything to help her. Nothing worked. My wife and I thought we had a daughter out of control. We even ventured she might be insane. Recently, after dear Adriana’s passing, I realized it was much darker than insanity. Demons possessed my daughter, Mary. During this time, I began to call upon God, knowing that if the devil is this real, then how much more real is the Living God? We traveled everywhere to find healing. We went to Judas, whom some said was the Messiah. He is not. We traveled to Jerusalem. We made sacrifices for our sins. We were immersed in the mikveh there. We had a personal visit with the high priest, Annas. He prayed for us. He gave us purifying water with the ashes of the red heifer. We cleansed our home. We prayed. All went well for a short while. Then Mary grew worse, more violent, even stabbing a man. I am sharing all of this, but you know most of it, or at least have heard. Last, we went to Capernaum when we heard of the Rabbi Jesus there. I do not know what you may think of Him”.
      

      
        “Clearly, most of you here who have had a need have gone to see Him in Capernaum. You have left His presence, like we did, healed, whole. Jesus healed my daughter. He turned us back to God. Mary and I have made the decision that we will follow the faith of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. We will live by the Law God gave Moses. We will worship God in some synagogue, somewhere. We ask that you let us worship God here with you. You are our neighbors. You were our friends. I have done business with you. I have represented you. And, yes, I have taxed you. I have also given you taxes with no mark-up the last week. I have donated a pier to this community. I do not seek any leadership position, I just wish to be a laborer by your side for God and for you. Mary and I will leave now. Whatever you decide, please know we love you. We will be your friends, no matter what. If you have a need, we will meet it, even if you decide you do not want us to be in fellowship with you.”
      

      
        With that, Poppa and I left. You could see the change in the whole synagogue. All skepticism seemed to leave as Poppa left the bimah. I cannot describe how proud I am of him. I cannot write the elation my heart feels because of what God has done for us through His Rabbi — Jesus.
      

      
        Jesus. This is such a common name in our nation. I grew up with a boy named Jesus. I have taxed three or four men named Jesus. When I say the name and think of them, there is no power. But when I say the name Jesus and think of this special Rabbi from Capernaum, goosebumps come up on my arms and neck. A divine authority is present when I say the name as His. I cannot explain it.
      

      
        Back to Poppa — I am so proud of him. I am so glad to be his daughter. We prayed tonight that the synagogue would accept us. I know Simeon has his work cut out for him. Either way, as for Jared and his house, we will serve the Lord.
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, on the twenty-first day
         — Poppa and I handed over our books to the Roman authorities. Poppa’s replacement will be named later. His assistant will fill in for the time being. Poppa let them know that he will only go to the tax booth for personal taxes assessed. If they have questions on the operation, he requested they come by our home. Poppa does not want any of the townspeople to ever think that he might reverse his decision.
      

      
        Simeon dropped by today. He had great news. The synagogue dismissed after worship. He called them back that evening after each had time to pray. They decided to receive us into their fellowship, provided I have no more outbursts. They also stipulated that if Poppa returns to the tax booth, they will exclude him from the synagogue. To be honest, there is no chance of either ever happening again, by God’s grace.
      

      
        We ended the night in praise. Our God has supplied all our needs. He has lifted our burdens. We have never felt Him closer. I wonder, how can anyone live apart from Him? I suppose the same way we did — in misery, in emptiness.
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, the twenty-fifth day
         — Poppa and I have mapped out our future. He has many revenue sources, all of which he managed loosely, for we had a steady income. If one did not pay rent, or was short on their harvest of the vineyards, Poppa usually let it pass. I have no idea how much revenue we have lost over the years. We have decided to deal compassionately with everyone. We only ask our renters to fulfill their contracts. If they fall on hard times, we will make concessions. We want good relationships with everyone. We also seek that everyone follows God’s direction — do what you say, let your “yes” be yes, your “no” be no.
      

      
        We divided up Poppa’s business enterprises between us. I will oversee the shops he leases. He will oversee the fleet of boats. Together, we will check on the cultivated lands. I know what Father is doing. He is keeping me from the shore. I am glad. It is near the shore where I had committed all my indiscretions. I was exposed to other gods and witchcraft when I was with those men. Father fears the foremen and workers of the vineyards around me. Everything he is doing is to protect me, to guard our peace, our joy.
      

      
        The renters are a little sensitive. With the eyes of a tax collector, we can clearly see that many have not been paying what they promised. Their resentment to oversight only reinforces our doubts about them as honest stewards. That is fine. They will do right, or they will lose their privileges. My father is a kind man. He is also a savvy businessman who knows how to enforce the law.
      

       

      
        On the sixth month, the twenty-sixth day 
        — Atticus came to call on my father. I had a hunch of what he was up to. They visited for a good while. Poppa then came to tell me, with Atticus by his side, “Mary, this young man has asked permission to court you. I have given my permission on the condition of yours. My one requirement is that his visits are restricted to this house and always with me present, to our courtyard, or amongst our vineyards, as long as I am nearby. I do not want him with you near the shore or the fishermen. I have also told him that he must break off friendships with a few of his friends. I have let him know I will alert Linus as well. Atticus has agreed to my terms.”
      

      
        I was embarrassed. I am thirty-three, yet I felt like I was fifteen again. Rather than taking offense, though, I am gratified. I have never felt safer. After all I have done, after all that men have done to me, it is a shock that such a handsome boy as Atticus would want to share my company. I nodded with approval. I pray my smile did not make me appear over-anxious. A girl must make the young man know he must earn her love.
      

      
        Atticus ate with us tonight, with Poppa’s eyes and ears open to every conversation. We sat in the courtyard. Poppa sat inside (I am sure near the window) pretending to read by candlelight. We listened to the sea. We talked about his family. He shared his dreams with me on this first night. He asked if I had any dreams. I told him just one — to be able to hear the Rabbi Jesus as often as I could. I shared with Atticus all that Jesus did — again. He asked many questions. Now, in Magdala, the news of Jesus has spread. My encounter is just one of many. It seems everyone would like to visit with a person who Jesus has healed. The beauty of my healing is that it is apparent to all here in this town. Our whole lives have changed!
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